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carriages among the wealthy, Marie Corelli
wrote a solemn onslaught on "The Motoring
Sunday." It was a grim picture of the de-
pravity of High Society, which, instead of
attending church and promenading in Hyde
Park after church, thus setting a delectable
example to the lower ranks, went out to the air
and sky in those new infernal machines, with
Satan at the wheel. It foreshadowed the end of
everything. One would like to know what she
would have thought of the present Sunday,
with all its innocent amusements, and with
the roads crowded with the cars not only of the
rich, but of the poor.
To us of to-day her attitude seems inexplic-
able, but at that time it was common, and even
now, in certain odd corners, one may find it.
Attitudes, however, are useless against the
spirit of an age. Nothing can thwart the opera-
tion of a spirit, and within the last forty years
it has manifested itself to the point where
people may spend their Sunday in almost
any way they please without being regarded as
moral lepers. They may spend it in the open
air of the cquntry or the coast, or, if they possess
a machine, they may spend it literally in the
air. To the poorer people who are confined to
town the spirit of the age has given concerts,
tea-shops with music and song, boxing-matches,
games in the parks, and, in the evening, picture-